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of escaping from the present. I took to avoiding the more
crowded streets. To reach Florence's house I had only to cross
the Public Gardens. On the quays, where I live, it is easy for
me, by threading my way between the piles of barrels, to reach
the far end to which none of the Sons would dare to penetrate.
One evening early in May, at the hour when gathering dusk
empties the Gardens, I went there, meaning to settle down with
a book. But it remained unopened, and, instead of reading I
wandered in the warm and scented air and the half-light which
I associated with the melancholy moods of boyhood, and with
the faces I had known, now dimmed by time. In this lovely
spot, at this season and this hour, it seemed to me that the
young Augustin was once more as real and living as he had been
before the irruption into my life of the poor and ageing creature
who called himself Augustin. The contours of that jumbled
image took on for me a new clarity, like those of a picture
when it has been cleaned. A great calmness had descended on
my heart. Cockchafers were on the wing. The tall, gilded
railings separated me from the world of clanging trams. The
magnolias glittered as though each leaf had been carefully
tended on the lawns made more green and lustrous by the
sprinklers* artificial showers. I was just savouring the refuge
offered by these gardens, this dusk, this dark, dense curtain
of new leaves, when a. voice spoke my name. I turned my head
and saw Florence. Her hat was perched crookedly upon her
head: in her haste she had put on a light overcoat over an
indoor dress.
'I was on my way to see you: there is something we have got
to talk about.'
Florence scarcely ever climbed my stairs. It was a rule
established once and for all between us that she should not.
I realized that here was an end to the peace of mind which had